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Upon L ea v in g  V iet N am
I left Viet Nam, my native country, more than three years ago because of the political 
situation over there at that time. What happened, in short, was that the Vietnamese 
Communists were winning almost every important battle that occurred near Saigon, the 
capital of South Viet Nam. And it seemed as though the war was approaching its end with a 
faster pace every day.
A few weeks before the war ended, 1 was told that we might have to leave Saigon, where 
I lived, if the situation got too bad. And one day when coming home from a boarding school, 
I saw my mother packing eight small bags with crackers, peanuts, dry-salted fish, and some 
other dry goods besides a few clothes and a small amount of money for each bag. I 
immediately knew the reason why, because she had previously done so once when the 
Communists tried to take over Saigon in 1968. Each of those bags was prepared for every 
one of us, two parents and six children, in case we had to run away from home and lost each 
other. Some of the bags were bigger than others. My father’s was the biggest, and my 
youngest sister’s was the smallest. Although feeling worse than crying, I almost burst out 
laughing when I saw my mother putting small toys in the smaller bags and candies in every 
bag.
Then, my father, who looked pale and worried, came to me and said that we were going 
to leave Saigon whenever we could, which meant that we had to be ready at any moment. So 
I went upstairs to my room to get prepared. When passing by my grandmother’s room, I 
looked in and saw her lying on the bed with her eyes closed as though she was sleeping. But 
tears were on her face, and her hands were shaking. I knew that she was praying for us. I 
wanted to come into her room to share with her the fear that we had for ourselves and 
others, but I remembered my father telling me not to do so, because she was very tired and 
needed sleep badly. So I continued to go to my room to search for some of the favorite 
belongings that I wanted to keep in my bag which was prepared by my mother. I found a
fountain pen, a small black comb, some money, and a picture of my parents. In the room 
next door, my older brother was doing the exact same thing. (He found a ping pong paddle, 
a picture of the girl next door, her letters addressed to him, and his diary.) Afterwards, I 
went to the balcony to look for my friends on the street in front of my house. But the street 
was completely empty, except for a few wild dogs running around to look for food. Far away 
I saw a person waving to me from the window of his room. He knew that I was leaving. And 
then, I saw my brother saying his last words to his girlfriend. Suddenly I felt desperate, 
lonely, and very calm. I went to lie down on my bed with my face against the pillow. I cried.
It seemed as though I was without my country already.
At approximately four o’clock in the afternoon, my parents rushed to my room, 
pulled me out of bed, and took me downstairs. They said that I had to go now! My brothers 
and sisters were ready and they were only waiting for me. But before we left, my mother 
managed to feed us the last time. She had had the food warm since the early morning. We ate 
with tears. There was no word spoken. Finally my father started to speak. He said that only 
my older brother and I were leaving, and that the rest would stay. He thought that the trip 
was too dangerous for the younger members of the family, and besides, we didn’t have 
enough food and money for all of us to endure a trip. My parents had to stay to take care of 
the ones who stayed, including my two grandmothers. “You are on your own, sons,” my 
father concluded sadly. Then he went to the garage to get his car started. I looked after him, 
and saw an old, dear, and tender person who cared so much for his children.
My father drove us to the port in Saigon. There was an old, big boat waiting, perhaps, 
for no specific person. We rushed to it with the bags in our hands. When we stepped in the 
boat, our father dropped himself behind. He waved to us. The last thing I heard him saying 
was “Don’t forget: your country. We will never forget you.” We waved back silently till he 
was out of sight.
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M ath ew ’s  A lbu m
Faster, even, than old photographs 
fade these dreamy memories of the night. 
Brown-studied, blurred faces, fleeting 
wisps at the edge of consciousness, 
more dream than clear recollection.
Too much time has passed over these lives. 
Without some airless, cool protection, 
these people and places are doomed by light: 
now glimpsed between waking and sleep, 
or silhouetted in strange brown eyes.
Virgina Barishek
Once a Town
The moon drops down to visit 
Buried lampposts and left over bones. 
Bulldozers, cranes, and passing trains 
Throw shadows on moth-eaten doors 
While loose-tongued cats 
Search bare, Formica-topped fish stores.
Even Sundays shadows dance 
Across the all-night diner walls. 
Above fractured fences linger clouds 
Which warn of a morning storm 
And grow grey patches,
Leaving all but the moon deformed.
A man sits sipping whiskey 
Down by the last old dirt road.
Peering through eyes the town painted red, 
He notes that just before the break 
Of highway traffic,
The languid moon begins to fade.
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Yesterday 
I tripped and fell 
into the mirror 
and went through 
without a break or tear.
And there was Alice 
who gave a smile which 
I reflected, Cheshire-like,
(she was more beautiful than I’d expected), 
and a quiet recognition sigh.
“I thought you’d
never get here, you know you’re
very late.” Was it me she knew?
Had I been there on another day, 
a scheduled instant rendezvous?
“Of course,”
she said, “I’ve known you all 
my life,” with such splendid 
conviction that I knew she must be right,
I just couldn’t quite remember.
Then she
took my hand, we 
walked, white rabbit’s pace.
I shivered and recalled a touch 
I’d never known, and a face.
8
W ishing to  B reak  the Is in g la ss
Arriving nervously,
dressed in lavender flowers edged with fine lace, 
waiting for an approving smile 
from the man with the amber sunned face.
Listening attentively,
to a voice, friends with the ice cream skies; 
enchanting was the sensitive Keats rendition, 
his opalescent eyes ready to cry.
Answering gracefully,
despite trembling lips and shaky knees, 
managing to recount correctly, 
the events of St. Agnes’ Eve.
Musing romantically,
pondering dreams of the night before, 
of snowmen warmed, not melted in spring, 
courting gingerbread ladies at the candy store.
Departing relunctantly,
when the fantasy hour ends, 
wishing his preference were peasant girls, 
or that I was Alice in Wonderland . . . .
N o th in g  S a id  in the C ity  
with terrie
Among the city 
there are cry blue towers 
melt into arms of orange walls 
condescend the abysmal streets.
Mark the wind
the streets pass by through numbers 
while the Parks and titles hold ground, 
refuse to move in thick grey light.
Take a walk 
around the tin cylinders 
hugging trash away from rats, 
declare a filthy independence.
Down, finally to make love 
in front of a talking color tube, 
behind those sacred sheets 
next to stained walls in patterns.
We clasp alone, together 
frightened with stiff faces to fool, 
but the city comes through, 
strips us of lipless masks
Shall we not face the streets 
while their passion appears 




R eve la tio n
Laying in bed, a lover in the act of being 
above, a glass of chianti spills onto 
the sheets. The stain sinks into 
the white, clashing to a deafening roar.
A woman cackles in the next room.
Eyelids clamp shut not to 
see these chewed finger 
nails pierce my 
flesh. A heating 
pipe tilts earthward, 
splitting the bedpost.
The bed flounders as you stand and walk across the blue
carpet. You enter the bathroom and
sit.
A breeze pushes itself past the shade
and broods on the bureau, sweeping the walnut clean.
Water flushes.
A thud from the room above, like 
someone shoved to the floor, has 
lightning cracks flicker 
cross the ceiling.
I slip deeper under covers. Plaster 
drops, shattering the rug.
You light up.
Cigarette, poised delicately between two 
fingers, burns steadily. Pursed lips 
draw it nearer to a filtered 
end, leaving only lipstick stains 
rippled like the patient sea-washed sand.
My legs, survivors of eternal kneeling
and incensed healings, shrivel and flake and are
flicked down.
The smoke rises from your lips, 
circles, and is trapped.
My arms, like Dali’s clocks, drool to the 
floor, leaving only this 
burning, bent 
butt.
The shade in the window stirs—
snaps and
claps,
allowing a golden shaft to 
impale me and hold me transfixed.
Yellow pus trickles from my 
side in crippled rivers 
that exhaust themselves in 
separate stagnant pools.
Snot-green snakes slither from 
the depths and tie themselves 
in frantic nots.
The Sun advances earthward, nibbling 
my pain, burps maroon 
and purple drippings.
Slipping away, the shaft splinters inside of me.
I peel the covers off of you, only to reveal your 
shivering. We sit huddled round the 
warmth of the 
Sun, curling 
up in my lap.
Do this in memory.
P ic tu re  You
A little off-center 
The sky will be pivotal, 
or an open field.
You’re dancing, again off-center, 
spun in long flowing lavender 
that enwraps only you 
and never actually touches the field 
or sky, being purely staged 
nymphatic gesture.
Or,
centered in front of a fountain 
dressed in black and facing away.
It looks like you’re holding a bouquet, perhaps 
daisies, but more likely some unopened purple buds. 
From behind you are a radiant eclipse 
of spray and sculpture and golden hair.
But,
on the other side of the lens I sit 
like a tired immigrant beside a tree, 
and drink you from exotic bottles, 
against which I am powerless, 
with which I am powerful; 
it makes me high and makes me sick 
and my body never quite recovers 
from the pictures I take in.
Ned Kraft
C on versa tion  in the W oods
“Come on. Fiver,
show your shivering head,
hiding in your hole
from wolves and owls and things
that growl at night.”
“Leave him alone; 
you expect too much 
from nervous shakers, 
scared rabbits 
with drooling noses.”
“He makes me sick, 
his spastic chattering teeth 
and paranoia, 
afraid to move except 
from certain death.”
“Leave him alone: 




to the shotguns of the hunters.”
N ed  K ra ft
F ig s ’ W eeping
We, the generation who 
Did not nurse from mothers’ breasts. 
And entered this world alone 
While mothers falsely slept.
We, whose brains first breathed air 
Between two metal hands,
And cried out into emptiness 
(For no sound is, without an ear) 
While fathers drank scotch whiskey 
To pass the time on nerves’ edge.
And humiliate mothers’ delayed pains.
We, the accountants, the lawyers,
The users, the loan sharks
Who believe that money reproduces.
We, the individuals, the wanderers 
Who do not take the earth 
Or leave it when we die.
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Prayer to any Miscellaneous Pagan God who escaped the 
Divine Christian Crusade and might be Waiting Idly in 
Hiding and looking for something Useful and Harmless to do
not a cynic will suspect
not a dreamer will doubt
. . . right after a thunderous downpour,
in the everyday magic of a suddenly clear sky,
each quivering raindrop, one by two by three,
will burst forth translucent butterfly wings
like chaotic colored popcorn —
until every inch is covered in shimmers
like a fluttering sea of soap bubbles
or a hunt for the grass
in a field of trembling easter eggs
but then, just as suddenly, 
they’ll dry up with the dew 
and if I don’t see it, 
even I won’t believe
even though it was my idea in the first place
only in silence and solitude
or groups of two if they’re hopeless romantics
or three if they’re very, very small
perhaps in this way wonders would once again 
be suspected and searched out and appreciated 
and we could coax forth again all the charm 
tucked away in this regrettably unenchanted land

R e tro sp e c tiv e
Rain lashed at them from behind and drove them along. His right arm hung 
across her back, and his old, bony hand clutched her shoulder like a talon. 
Puddle-water saturated her wedgies. It gushed up cold around her toes with the 
press of each step.
“Philip!” Frieda had to shout above the din the rain pummeled into the um­
brella. “In here!”
“No, no.” Still grasping her shoulder, he tried to hurry her along. “We’ve got 
at least another block.”
“No, look. This is it. It says ‘Folger Galleries’ right on the window.”
Philip must have been convinced. His hand fell away, and he rushed to the 
door and held it open. She slipped past him into the gallery. The crash of the 
storm was suddenly shut out behind her. A comfortable white glow eased from 
the walls. A few feet ahead, a stairway led up to the main level. Frieda stood still, 
let her feet settle into the thick carpet. Her face went pins and needles as the in­
door air warmed it. From behind came the flutter of the umbrella being shaken 
out.
“Come on,” Philip said, “take off your wet things.”
“Philip, she must be up there.”
“Frieda, if she’s there, she’s not going to go away. Now take off your wet 
things.”
She tugged the plastic bow under her chin. The rain-hood came off 
sprinkling the floor. Her hair was a light brown, dark and matted at the forehead 
where it had gotten wet. She was fifty, and her hair had faded like dying leaves 
from the dazzling red it had been twenty-five years before. Self-consciously she 
patted her head.
Philip crushed his felt hat when he pulled it off. His white hair stirred and 
settled like dust. “Here,” he said, “give me your coat.” Absently, still gazing up the 
stairs, Frieda slipped out of her coat. Her body was short and square. “That’s my 
girl.”
After he had checked their things, he gripped her elbow and moved her 
forward, up the soft stairs. When they reached the top, she could see to the end of 
the long, narrow hall. Bulbs in silvery tubes spread niches of light around the 
paintings.
Frieda’s eyes darted about eagerly. “Philip, there she is. There’s Eleanor.”
Eleanor Sinyavsky’s lean figure, in black corduroy, jutted into the center of 
a large canvas. Wide bands of blue and white arced away from her like butterfly’s 
wings. She must have planned it that way, Frieda thought. She had intended to 
stand in front of that painting, to expand beyond the limitations of her own brittle 
frame.
Philip glanced about the hall and nodded, his aquiline nose bobbing up and 
down. “Very nice. But it’s all too big and too bright. Nothing you could hang in 
the living room.”
No, it wouldn’t match the sofa. She tried to dismiss his practicality, a trait she 
thought unfit for an intelligent person.
Frieda hadn’t noticed the art. She had focused on the artist. Eleanor lectured 
a young man in a grey suit. In one hand, she pinched a toothpick that speared a 
tiny anvil of cheese. Her hair was as white as the gallery walls.
“Oh Philip, her hair. It used to be so black. When the light hit it a certain 
way, you could see rainbow colors in it.”
“Now, she’s just gotten old.”
Frieda brushed a stray wisp of hair behind her ear with the tips of her 
fingers. “But she’s two years younger than I am.”
“Come along. Let’s look around.”
“No, I want to say hello first.” She approached tentatively, felt like a child 
wanting to seize a busy elder’s attention.
At a minute pause in her lecture, Eleanor’s large, green eyes flicked in 
Frieda’s direction. They didn’t notice her. They flicked away. But as Frieda 
continued to stand motionless, Eleanor glanced over again and again, as though 
distracted by an incessant buzz. Finally she stared. Frieda could feel it: Eleanor’s 
eyes were methodically rolling away her double chin, smoothing the creases in her 
forehead, re-firing the color in her hair. “Frieda?” And a smile. “Frieda!”
The embrace was swift and light. “Frieda, what a marvelous surprise.” And 
she addressed the man in the grey suit. “Would you excuse us, please?” He melted 
back into the murmuring clusters of people that paced along the walls.
“Now tell me, how did you know I was here?”
“I saw it in Sunday’s paper,” Frieda said. She groped through her purse, came 
up with a small clipping:
THE FOLGER GALLERIES 
proudly present 
Eleanor Sinyavski 
a 25-year retrospective 
Oct. 20-Nov. 26
When she had seen the notice, Frieda had hurried from the kitchen to her 
husband. She had insisted that they go the very first day, because Eleanor would 
be there then—insisted too strongly, she had thought later. She had almost been 
afraid he wouldn’t let her go.
Eleanor chuckled at the advertisement. “Oh yes. That. I told them my name is 
spelled with a ‘y.’ ”
“You’ve got a nice crowd here today,” Philip said.
“Yes, I’m very pleased. Of course, some people come in just to get out of the 
rain.” Then she smiled in a way Frieda recognized immediately. A white sliver, 
knowing and confidential. It assured you Eleanor had just made a sharp insight, 
as though she had discovered you through an elaborate disguise. “Tell me, Philip,” 
she said, “do you think I’ve gotten any better?”
Frieda laughed. When she had first shown her husband the notice, he had 
knocked the wind out of her enthusiasm by saying, dispassionately, that he was 
curious to find out if Eleanor had improved.
“You know, that’s just what Philip—”
“Can I get you ladies something to drink?”
“A . . . martini,” Frieda stammered.
“Ginger ale,” Eleanor said, much too suddenly. Then, recovering herself: “If 
they have it.”
Philip ambled to the refreshment table, and Frieda’s stomach fell with the 
memory of the cache of liquor Eleanor had kept in their apartment. Of the endless 
hysterical nights in the glare of the bathroom after the young men had walked out. 
Of clutching the mass of black curls to her breasts and trying to make soothing 
noises over the shrieks.
Eleanor shuffled in the awkward silence.
“I don’t drink anymore,” she said simply.
“I’m glad.”
“You should know, I hit bottom about a year after you moved out. I guess 
when you married Philip . . .  I brooded and drank for a year afterwards. That’s 
all I remember. Things had to change. They just had to after I tried—” She stopped.
“You don’t have to talk about it.” The image of Philip in those days thrust 
into Frieda’s mind: natty, fine hands, hair just beginning to grey. After Eleanor’s 
desiccating dependence, his stolidity and means had comforted her.
“Maybe it’s better if I don’t,” Eleanor said. “It’s all past. —Frieda, come with 
me. I want to show you something.” And she clasped her hand and led her like a 
child to the back of the hall. Frieda wanted to stop and look at the paintings. It
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was all so colorful and complex. Hot splashes of yellow. Reserved squares of 
green. Broad bands of lavender melting into the vague sepia suggestion of a sky 
line. But Eleanor hurried her along to a rear corner. “Do you remember it?”
It was a pastel portrait, on russet paper, of an eager-looking woman in her 
late twenties. The mouth was a taut line above a round jaw. Crescents of bright 
orange rippled from the head to the shoulders, forming the hair.
“Eleanor, did I really look like that? I can’t believe you saved it—and put it 
on display here.”
“It turned up in a pile of old papers. Do you still like it?”
“My hair has gotten so dull.”
“It’s lovely. There’s Philip.”
Through the spaces between the visitors, Frieda could see him, a drink gripped 
in each hand. He turned his head from side to side, looking for them. Eleanor waved 
her toothpick and cheese over her head to catch his attention. He sauntered back to 
them.
“Here you are Eleanor,” he said and handed her a plastic cup of ginger ale. 
“Frieda—” He gave her a glass of gin with an olive sunk in it.
“Philip,” Frieda said, “did we ever show you this?”
“Why, no.” He seemed pleased. “It’s you, Frieda, isn’t it?”
“It certainly is,” Eleanor said.
Frieda’s voice and heart quickened with a memory. “Eleanor, do you 
remember when I sat for it? I wanted to wear that bright orange blouse you thought 
was so hideous.”
The flesh between the artist’s eyebrows folded like a hinged partition. “No . . .  
no. I seem to recall having trouble with the lighting in the apartment, but I don’t 
remember the blouse.”
“Oh, you must. You were with me when I bought it. It was before I met Philip. I 
was going with that boy from the office. The one with the bad teeth and the bump on 
his nose. You always said he looked like something from one of Picasso’s bad days.” 
“No, I don’t remember. I don’t remember much from that time.”
“But you just said what happened when I married Philip. How could you not 
remember? We needed each other.”
“They were very painful years for me.”
“I think it’s best not to think about them, then,” Philip said.
Frieda looked at the portrait. So Eleanor had erased all the life Frieda had 
given it, as she would rub away a bad line and start again. Her memory had thinned 
to the charcoal outline of the face, and she had gone on to spread those brilliant blue
and white arcs and stand in front of the huge canvas.
“But doesn’t anything—”
“Now Frieda, dear,”—he crumpled her sleeve in his grip—“we came to look at 
the paintings.”
“I want to go home.”
“We just arrived.”
“Yes, but the weather. The traffic will be impossible. We left the car a couple of 
blocks away . . .”
“I understand,” Eleanor said. That slight smile reappeared. To Frieda it was 
menacing. She shuddered, and the gin spilled over the lip of the glass.
“I’ll get you a napkin.”
“No. Just take the drink away and get our coats.”
“I’m sorry you have to leave,” Eleanor said. “I won’t be here later on, but do try 
to come back.” Affectionately she squeezed Frieda’s fingers, which left a damp glaze 
of gin in the palm of her hand.
“I’m sorry.”
“It’s all right,” Eleanor whispered. “Good-bye.”
As Philip helped her into her coat, he said, “I think you were very rude to her.”
“I don’t want to talk about it.”
“But you could at least—”
“I’ll wait for you in the car.”
He reached for her elbow, but she jerked her arm away, and his hand closed on 
air. “Wait a moment, let me get the umbrella.”
But she was already out the door, stamping along, fumbling with the straps of 
her hood. Her head was bowed as she buffeted the rain.
Masked behind grey plastic shades, 
seeing only vague impressions of 
lavender taffeta threads,
black leather fled leaving
foggy reflections of water colored girls. . . .
Lisa Nelson
But a W h isper from  Tears 
on Christmas
Dwindling effects of a fire, and I 
but a whisper from tears.
Ailing blue charcoal tickles yellow light
that dances and dies with the cold day.
This day dawns before the week, before the hours.
Smoke rises early from the body of a log 
over the brick carved grave.
Smelling the stale boned cases, now dust 
to prepare the pit for more fires.
This day dawns before the week, before the Hours.
The wind of vent rains upon marble floors 
surrounds these drowning flames.
Dwindling effects of a fire, and I 
but a whisper from tears. . . .
D a n ie l W a lk e r
B illia rd  Journey  
after Williams
ft
Slide across velvet 
ruby sphere seven 
rolls
through chalk 






One point before a long run. . . .
D a n ie l W a lk e r  
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Of S tones, R o ck s and B ou lders
This morning after we made love 
(how many times in seven years 
our hands smoothing every cave 
and tiny boulder), 
we discussed the changes 
in these spinning, unlit years.
I said then that I feel like a rock 
being worn by water— 
smoother, yet somehow smaller, 
less significant.
The sharp edges are gone; 
that weapon that could tear 
into the darkness, yet so often 
was turned against myself.
I would come away 
from such episodes 
torn into bloody ribbons 
from attempting to use 
that double edged razor, 
and somehow no wiser.
Far above the Wissahickon creek, 
above the strong trees 
that tower over its sullied waters, 
there sits the top of a huge boulder, 
rough and grey,
cool to the touch in the summer’s heat,
stone cold in the winter
when you can see
through the emptied tree tops
to the sneaker-scuffed path below.
On this rock,
perched precariously at its very edge 
stands a statue of William Penn.
His nose long since broken off, he stares
at the red blinking lights
of distant radio towers,
his hat brim posing a challenge
for every adolescent
seeking to prove their prowess.
The sculptor has given this statue 
the name “Toleration,” 
perhaps those far-seeing eyes 
need such grace.
Each time I climb that rock 
a little more 
of its stony deference 
sinks into me;
some of its height goes into my blood, 
yet lately my footing grows less sure.
Just last week I stumbled, laughing 
at the foot of the statue, 
almost in front of where the word 
“Toleration” is etched into the concrete. 
How often we’ve sat there together 
these rocky years 
as if to draw strength 
from that single word.
A ll The Y ears
I have walked nights on sand 
Where my breath swelled like the ocean 
against my heart.
And every surging wave
brought a story or a word of past ages. 
And every glimmer in the distance
(caught from the moon) recited poems. 
And 1 wept for all the years I could not see 
I felt, pounding to break the walls of my soul. 
In the evening when the moon rose 
I wrote "I love you” in the sand.
And in the night, late 
The surf crept up to store it away 
As another word 
For another listener,
many years from now.
C em etery
not a woman, a child, or an old man’s grave —
not a full moon, but a cynically bright sliver —
it’s the gaping hole of moon-in-shadow 
that calls us here,
the dark behind the darkness that stirs.
eighteen-sixty three to nineteen-one —
conjuring numbers and a potent age —
if a child should come of this, we’ll call him 
William for the dead one
or Maureen for the night if it’s a girl.
Your flesh hugs your ribs
as William’s dust of useless clothing 
must lay upon his bones.
One breast soft in the shadow of the stone, 
inverted nipple, dark within the darkness.
the only way to answer the oblivion surrounding 
is to steal from the dead 
two moments negligent 
of life or death 
or world and time.
no seed will find the way down into 
William’s barren soul.
replace the faded tulips gently.
T e rri L e m b o w e r
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O utw ard Bound
1
And such is your salvage 
after four score years 
combed from all corners 
of the old house in Hull 
into this widow’s walk, 
crow’s nest of a high-rise 
overlooking Boston Harbor?
Down the shipshape corridor, 
along the constricted walls 
flotillas form in the dusk: 
faded snaps of the children, 
sailor suits and middies, 
in ochre oils a girl playing 
a turn of the century cello.
Dully the TV commercials 
fall on the ear; books ebb, 
floodtide of study’s over.
North the sea pulls and here’s 
to memory, your loyal crew, 
cheers to the bounding Main!
. . . on the far side is home.
E le a n o r   L ito
26
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On Y our W edding D ay
This is for you who left so 
suddenly,
seeking some shelter in marriage 
that you could not find
in the strength and independence you’d erected. 
Such unions baffle me, though I see 
that choosing drapes and planning dinners 
is less a risk.
(And they make appliances and recipes for these.)
You want to be a wife now 
and I do not understand.
Settling instead of living, you are everything 
we’d agreed we were too different to ever be. 
If you find happiness it will be 
through no wish of mine.
I do not understand.
B o b  G o ld s c h m id t
A  C ovenant B roken
You ask me to search your eyes, 
but they are clouded with soot 
from sacrifices burnt on altars of my love. 
Reaching out in the haze, 
you pull me through time.
I lose ground; my soles burn; my body aches— 
I cry 
you cry
to me “Hurry up!” but I cannot.
I pause, look back
and turn to a pillar of salt.
S u icide
This afternoon is grey with rattling sleet,
The air is cold: it coils, a leaden snake 
Around the stone and passers in the street.
It slithers in through warped old window frames, 
Then strikes and digs its teeth into my spine.
The glass is wavy, bubbled, it distorts 
The brick of coreless tenements outside—
A smooth, forbidding looking-glass of sorts, 
It mixes up the ghetto with my eyes.
A whizzing flash behind me lights the panes— 
The flat I look from once again is real.
As one attendant, squatting, draws the sheet, 
Another, looking nowhere, stands and smokes, 
With shifting eyes of tempered stainless steel,
A rumpled little cop develops notes.
It must have been a simple thing to do:
The razor, shearing tendons, finding life 
With only gentle pressure and a pull, 
Disintegrated walls and gnawing pain,
And quickly—just in minutes—dreamless sleep.
The sheet is no protection from her face— 
In sockets hollowed by the quiet grind 
Of hungry gravel driven by the wind 
Her eyes, still open in that skull of rock, 




(a p ro se  poem )
. . . late afternoon for a battered parking lot in New York City. The 
attendant smiles from his little booth as the last vehicle leaves the lot. His 
grin momentarily loses its perpetual woodenness as his hand caresses the cold 
cash box. Then it is folded up and deposited in the cash box, supplanting the 
receipts and the blessings that were once the proprietor’s. He then departs, 
hurriedly, leaving the lot in its original state. No one is . . .
. . . there . . .
. . . life sets, leaving . . .
. . .  a blood-shot sky. One cannot even hope that it be washed clean 
before night envelops all and leaves nothing but . . .
. . . loneliness, which desires company. A mordant and impatient 
shadow, not content to allow the lot to enjoy this last little light, creeps from 
the basement of an empty office building, and, morsel by morsel, silently 
devours the lighted lot.
. . . the horizon: vague, heat-blurred. Factory to the left, offices ahead, 
and abandoned tenement to the right stretch on and on in endless red-hot- 
brick, window, brick, window brick window redbrickwindow . . . .  The 
visible heat streams up from the concrete all around—from the baking 
automobiles, from the asphalt roadways. It rises from everything. Everything 
. . . except the shadow, which devours even the heat.
. . . the mist rising in the distance of the streets. Quite suddenly, the 
distance is much nearer than it had been. The mist curls, and swirls into the 
shadow, which swirls in response.
The mist is thick; the shadow is thick. Everything is close. Even the 
distance is . . . close. The closeness can be felt on the skin, seen by the eye, 
heard by the ear. The closeness swirls, like the mist and the shadow. It draws 
the senses into shadow. Like a curtain falling—or is it rising?—on time.
The shadow is electric. Whirling mists condense, touch fleetingly, and 
dance away. Memories of a forgotten music ring through the air in a series of 
thrilling spasms. Gypsies, and violins, and smoky firelight—wondrous 
forbidden delights—all in a flash—have been present, forever.
Stars break through, and, by the radiance of their pin-prick fires, an
orchestra tunes up. Begin: The music of the spheres! The sky is alight, the 
world adance.
Enter a Dark Lady: long laughing hair of jet-black lustre falls like a 
cloud of static around her shoulders; loose Spanish robe that whirls in gay, 
mystifying colors no longer white or black; darting eyes that gather the misty 
starlight into their depths. Let her dance through the night with uplifted 
arms; let her conjure in the moonlight; let her glide up an insubstantial 
stairway, along a cloud-railed catwalk, across a silken causeway suspended 
over the abyss of mist, to dance in tight circles atop the tiny booth in the 
center of her stage. Let her momentarily steal into the arms of the aged 
conductor of the music . . . .  Let the stars, for one instant, dance to the 
rhythm of their own glory. Youth and the sage, endlessly entranced, endlessly 
enmeshed in an everlasting valse . . . .
But don’t . . . say . . . that—say: Lorgotten sourness of now—enveloped 
by bitter sweetness of yesterday and the insipid taste of promises. Say: Dance 
away on an empty stage, all eyes and all light upon the secret rite, until all 
eyes and all light are no more.
Substantial mists spawned by night and twilight rush round the airy 
pedestal upon which the Dark Lady spins tauntingly, maddeningly they 
flood and eddy until the space where she was is no longer. For the night is but 
a child’s plaything left broken in the sand, and all castles not built in the air 
are washed away by the tide even before the coolness of age cracks their 
foundations.
Life, momentarily submerged by the restive ways of the relentlessly 
surging night, rises up unsullied. The shadow grudgingly retreats into its 
dungeon fastness, and day begins with the first glare of the morning sun on 
an empty parking lot. The mists, too, retreat before the harsh and powerful 
eye of the sun. Only children have a smile for an empty parking lot as they 
squander a few moments before their lives begin. The attendant returns to his 
booth and unfolds his smile as the lot fills with bruised fenders and dripping 
radiators.
The children are waved away, and retreat like the shadow and the mists. 
In a civilized world, only the very young are susceptible to the echoes of 
magic.
32
Church at F ive  in the M orn ing  
(Ad Gloriam Dei)
“Give ’til it hurts,” they say. And I  try.
But your long, scalding glances cut deep—
Your tall face laughs when the wound smiles back, 
Its wet edges glist’ning in the soft shaded 
Tints of suspicion and pious retribution. In the 
Dark, Soulish eyes see only treed pain and sorrow.
I forgive with a fury no christ ever felt 
On his sad path toward self-destruction.
Golgotha has such tender stairs!
They leave the wounds to cry, and weep no tears. 
And jail the soul—embloodied thorns of respect. 
The hurt is beyond all mortal’s fear.
Leave nothing behind for old-timers sake—
They choke us—their smell of camphor and smoked briar. 
They kill with slow-methodic scythe strokes.
Look forward! Tainted Angels of God!
We question your surety. Tell us, in secret,
Who rules the carrion beast?
I want no secrets; just stop the tears.
Hold me tight to your pierced side, and smile for me. 






P ra ise  in W inter
(for Dr. Lautz during your interrupted Spring semester, 1979)
The absence of your stride 
silences the morning hallway, while 
in the crowded classroom 
we surrender to an empty desk.
Our souls shot
with the force of a Burroughs bullet,
your angels are crushed
as our comfortable cloud is stolen by fate.
The excitement of Wilbur blows bleakly away.
O Buddha Dharma, our concern deepens. 
Your invisibility (though temporary) 
possesses our energy.
We are mystified to learn
our holy teacher is as mortal as we.
Patiently we await your return.
R u nn in g W est
for Neal Cassady
The rear-view mirror streaks with breaking dawn, 
Yet Venus sparkles, teases up ahead;
Unconscious in the speeding limousine 
Lay half-a-dozen holy vagabonds.
They slump and dream in leather seats—except 
For one, the lonely magus; he is low 
Behind the wheel, with every ounce of strength 
Obsessed in shifting gears and fighting sleep.
The pedal cannot go beyond the floor;
The Caddy does a hundred, nothing more,
And not enough to catch one fleeing night 
Of sweaty jazz or throbbing neon light.
The driver cannot shake it from his mind; 
The burning sun is closing in behind.
2/7/79 (2:50 A.M.)
oh, w oodstock!
betsy always holed herself up
in that one-room walk-up in the village
drank shop-rite vodka with shop-rite orange juice and said
she was a bohemian.
she’d wear black levis, a tight black sweater, 
sneakers from an obscure friend, 
and say she was hip to the jive.
she wore her hair straight, her lipstick white, 
read Kerouac and Ginsberg, and said 
she was in the Beat Generation.
betsy wrote nothing poetry,
painted nothing pictures, 
stalked new york at 3 am and found nothing 
but hookers and fags and winos in the gutter 
—moaning, always moaning.
betsy smoked camels, never inhaled, 
and grass, always inhaled.
she’d cried over san francisco (never went there), 
and james dean (never knew him) 
and always about being a starving artist (never was).
betsy’s probably married now 
and over her 10:30 coffee and sweet rolls 
between her soap operas 
cheating on her diet (again), 
she’ll tell all the girls in levittown, new jersey
what it was like 
to be there 
when it all happened.


